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Words cannot define the nature of an artist. This seems mysterious and so unexplainable, which turns into an enigmatic -when his life goes through a somber period before the realization of a master work.
Oddly, a haphazard event can alter the course of his life. More astoundingly, this could lead him to a new concept, which isn’t traced by study or a serious reasoning of any technique or method to enhance or, above all, to chill his art. Then, it might be thought as a consequence of one fate’s work, over which no artist has any control. It seems that as long as destiny has no intervention over an artist, his mind and even his own existence is in limbo, so he might be in the middle of nowhere.
During night hours, a spiritual man, who was thirsty of knowledge and whose life is under the influence of the unexplainable, woke up suddenly in love with death. The sleepless painter was haunted by the fear of losing his genius and by the lack of the sparkle of creation. In spite of having no idea for a canvas, his perception told about the coming of a masterpiece –anyhow, he didn’t have any clue!
Unfortunately, ambiguity plagued his ideas as a creator. His passion debated between poetry and painting, and such an inclination for the letters deprived the painter from evolving his craftiness into mastery –attained later by his own genius and these emerging words of color.
Before the easel, after some brush strokes over the canvas, his spirit dismayed as the shapes and colors meant nothing to his creator’s mind.
“All this is meaningless!” he cried out.
Perhaps no idea came for he wasn’t focused on his usual theme: a female subject. In fact, he believed that women sustained the mystery of existence –these were magical beings veiled with secrets and sensuality. Then, his inspiration was about female virtue on beauty and passion. 
As his mood became dull, the painter fell into a depression.
 
A swank and good-looking woman scurried along Cumnor Street. On the end of this, the lady went up three steps and opened the door. Inside, she picked up a book from the table, and sat herself in the drawing room. Once the woman finished reading some pages and had a cup of tea, she left the place.
One afternoon, on the London streets, crowded with traffic and a rush of carriages, the painter paced up and down, having his sight dangling between eerie and curious pedestrians until his eyes bumped into a little yellow brougham. From this came out a woman, deeply veiled, whose rushed pace made him lose sight of her among the crowd.
Suddenly, anxiety stirred him inside and haunted him for days. The anxiety was over the mysterious female presence, which seemed to be essential, not only for his art but also for his life. Curiously, the painter had no single clue about this woman. It tortured him. The thought that he may never see her again felt tragic.
The recollection of that woman, on a grey afternoon, didn’t leave his mind in peace. One day, the painter had sheltered himself in the British Museum, where he buried himself in books so as to seek a mental rest. But, the mysterious woman showed up in the place. Fate had intervened.
The painter perceived her presence. He read fervently a sonnet. Lifting his eyes, he watched such a beauty, whose comeliness was noticeable, as the woman sauntered around the room. A shudder ran all over, his heartbeat soared like an untamed horse’s, and his body went into catatonia before the wonder.
By one sudden impulse –a strange force that pushed him forward – the painter leapt to his feet and, standing on her way out as she passed by, he introduced himself to her.
“I’ve longed for this moment,” the painter said.
In fear, she said, “I beg your pardon?”
“I saw you a couple of weeks ago on Oxford Street.”
“Hush up!” the woman said breaking his words, and so, she left the room.
There the painter remained, standing in shock. He couldn’t believe that he had lost such an opportunity to get to know her. But, his spur-of-the-moment impulse seemed to have frightened her. This again sentenced his nights and days to torture. It was in vain that he attempted any brush stroke on the canvas or any lyric on paper until he had the chance of seeing her again.
His mind was so obsessed with the woman that hadn’t room for ideas for his art, and life became miserable as his only aim was to have her.
The painter’s routine changed dramatically. Barely, he would eat in the morning and then rush straight to the British Museum. There he almost lingered. In fact, the painter didn’t leave the building –even to have a meal- until closing time for fear of losing a chance to see her again. Unluckily, months went by, but he didn’t meet her again. 
He confined himself at home, and strangely, he never left, even though he was no longer immersed in any creation and art had stopped being his paramount. Nonetheless, one day, he abandoned his home with no direction. Wandering the streets, he walked near the British Museum. A sudden urge made him go inside. In the reading room, the enigmatic lady read a sonnet. Surprisingly, his senses didn’t start up this time. Brooding hundreds of excuses for his erratic behavior the last time, the painter greeted her.
The woman looked up in amazement at the figure of the young artist with a seductive look. Suddenly, a kindness and a charm fell over her persona. His words warbled at her ears. And, one soul had sympathy for another. In an easy way, she accepted his apology.
“You shouldn’t be sorry. It is I who must be embarrassed with my behavior towards you last time,” said the woman.
“I guess I frightened you… Anyway, all that is in the past now.”
The painter marveled at her virginal countenance. However, an eerie sensation unhinged him. In fact, one veil of mystery fell over such a wonder.
Among the criticism of some lines of a sonnet, he persuaded the woman of a new encounter.
“I might accept your petition, but don’t address any letter to my home. You should deliver any note or the like to the care of Whittaker’s Library.”
This request puzzled the painter, but he didn’t refuse himself to it.
“Is there any remote possibility that you might pose for me?” the painter asked.
“Nobody has asked this of me before.”
Indeed, it had fascinated the woman, who devised in her mind the plot of the Oval Portrait, in which the picture was alive itself at the last brush over the mouth. So, every afternoon, the woman had sat for the young artist at his studio, on whose walls hung tapestries and a great number of very spirited paintings in frames of golden arabesque. As the painter studied her rare beauty to mirror it onto the canvas, she beheld his well-molded features and his youthful figure. But, all the charm turned into misery when the woman abandoned the studio to lose herself on the London streets; however, this didn’t refrain his admiration and, then, love for the model of remarkable beauty; and in her case, the pleasure of watching the young artist in his craft. In fact, a great passion suddenly loosened as love itself. The painter and model couldn’t be apart each from the other. So, they joined their lives in marriage.
It was bittersweet to him. The young artist wedded a woman who mysteriously disappeared on the London streets every afternoon. But, oddly, he hadn’t enough courage to ask her whereabouts, neither did he spy on his wife.
“Sir, your wife has come for supper,” announced the butler.
This is all he heard after she had been outside all afternoon.
A short period of time passed, after the wedding, and his wife’s health, with no logical cause, deteriorated impressively. Her beauty started to fade away and her body became macerated. In horror of seeing herself consummated by this rare disease and her husband’s possible disdain, she started taking huge doses of laudanum –and it brought her to a tragic end.
“All we come here for a purpose, and when this is fulfilled, all we leave,” the priest said as the burier threw the last shovel of dirt over the
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